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Duff N' Stuff 


Author's Notes: 
"Why don't you have any fluffy, happy stories?" | asked myself. "You should write something fluffy and happy.’ 
And then | looked down at my computer, and found that my fingers had unwittingly typed this. 


When | finally finish up at the restaurant, the sun is setting over the city and my ride home is colored pink 
and gold. It's rare for me to not have to stay at work late and | savor it, watching the sun sink down behind 
the hills. My windows are down, my stomach is full of kitchen leftovers, and the Sex Pistols are blaring out of 
my stereo. For right now, at least, life is good. 


Its a Wednesday night, which means the street is quiet for once when | pull up. When | turn off the car, the 
only sounds are a pair of cats fighting it out a couple of blocks away. | grab my Styrofoam takeout box off of 
my passenger seat, and sit on the hood of the car to watch the rest of the sunset die away. 


It occurs to me that a distinctively funky but sweet smell is drifting towards me on the wind, which means at 
least someone is home. Maybe they all are. | can see them now, clustered around the TV set, waiting for me 


to bring home the bread like the working man | have become. | give the sky one last glance and go inside. 


The screen door bangs shut behind me into the silence. The house is oppressively quiet. 
"Hey, anybody home?" 


"In here," comes Izzy's voice from the living room. | kick off my boots in the hallway and head towards him, 


following the smell. 

Sure enough, he's sitting cross-legged on the sofa and smoking pot, the air around him hazy with smoke. 
There's another joint stuck behind his ear. The coffee table holds his rolling papers and grinder - Izzy is 
strictly opposed to smoking weed out of a pipe. 


"Hey," he says, looking at me. His eyes are red. "How was work?" 


"Not too bad," | tell him, sitting down next to him and offering him the box. "I've got some leftovers here, do 


you want them? | already ate." 


His eyes get wide, and he looks from the box to me. | laugh. "God bless your soul, Duff," he says, very 
seriously, and takes it with both hands, still-burning joint stuck between his index and middle finger. "Thank 


you." 


"You're welcome," | say, and stretch my legs out in front of me. "A night in for you, too?" 

He nods, and opens the leftovers. His eyes get wide again. 

"Mac and cheese," he groans in ecstasy. "Dear sweet lord, am | in heaven?" 

| snort. 

"Here," he says, and hands me the joint. "Take a load off, compañero" 

"Thanks," | say, and take a hit. "Izzy, does this have a filter in it? What kind of pussy shit is that?" 


"How dare you," he says, and takes a huge bite of macaroni. "I like to smoke my joints down to the filter, thank 


you very much. You may waste your dope if you so choose." 

"lim just kidding." | take another hit and watch him as he eats. He's not wearing a shirt, and his sternum looks 
bony and prominent under his skin None of us get enough to eat most of the time, so any time we have real 
food around is a treat. 


"Do you want to turn on the TV or something?" 


"You can go ahead if you want to," he mumbles, covering up his full mouth with his hand. 


| grab the remote and click it on. The first thing that comes on is MTV, which Izzy mimes gagging at and 
shakes his head. | flip through a couple more options and stop when Kermit the Frog fills the screen and Izzy 
swats my arm a few times. 

"Lets watch this!" 

| roll my eyes and laugh. "Okay, lz" 


He takes his attention off of his food for a second and gives me an appraising look. "Finish that joint," he 


orders. "You need to be up here with me." 
"If you insist," | say, and light it back up. 


| have a good time watching Izzy. He works his way though his box of food, laughing at all the right parts, and 
when Kermit announces Elton John as the guest star Izzy actually kicks his legs in delight. 


"Yeeeeees! | love this episode!" he says gleefully, and pops his last fry in his mouth. "Thanks for the food, Duff. 
That was great." 


"You're welcome," | say. l'm starting to feel like there's a hand cradling my brain. "Thanks for sharing." 

"IIl share with you anytime," he says, waving a hand dismissively. "How are you feeling?" 

"Good." 

"Good. That's strong shit, there." 

He's right. l'm feeling very warm and content and sort of floaty, and affection for Izzy wells up in me as he 
kicks back and sets his legs across my knees. | look at him and he raises his eyebrows, pulling the second joint 
from behind his ear and sparking it up. 

"You ready for round two, Blondie?" 

"Always." 

"That's the spirit," he passes it to me. 


"So how was work today for you?" 


He scowls. "Bullshit. Fuckin’ junkies. So many people owe me right now, man. But once | collect," he sticks his nose 


up aristocratically, "we will feast like kings." 


| make a noncommittal grunt and he peers at me. "Now, now, Duff," he says wisely. "Do not bite the hand that 


smokes you out.” 

‘lm not biting you." 

"Wish you would," he mumbles, leaning over to ash the joint. 
| clear my throat. "Uh, what?" 


"Nothing," he leans back and winks at me, and l'm more aware than ever of the pressure of his calves on my 


thighs. 


When we finish the Elton episode there's another one on right after, and | agree to watch it. It's nice, actually, 


sitting here smoking with Izzy, laughing over the TV and temporarily forgetting the hard knock obligations that 


trouble us. He needs a haircut, | notice. His dyed-black bangs are creeping down into his eyelids, and he keeps 
shaking them aside. 


| rest a hand on his shin without thinking about it and he doesn't protest. | take this as a good sign, and then 
mentally shake myself. A sign of what, Duff? 


Izzy goes to relight the joint again, and the lighter clicks mournfully. 
"Fuck. Out of fluid" 
"tll go grab another one." 


He takes his legs off of me to let me stand up. "Could you also grab me some chocolate? And a soda? And 
maybe some chips?" 


"Jesus, Izzy,” | laugh, stretching. "What am |, a convenience store?" 

He nods. "Duff N' Stuff" 

| laugh harder. "What?" 

"Duff N' Stuff. That's what you'd be called" 

"Oh my god" | laugh until | have to wipe a tear from the corner of my eye. Izzy looks at me, nonplussed. 
"| think it's a good idea" 


"It is a good idea," | assure him. "I'll be right back." 


| collect my lighter, a candy bar, a bag of tortilla chips, and a couple of sodas from the kitchen and return to 
him with my spoils. He puts his legs back on me as soon as | sit down and reaches for the Milky Way. 


"Thanks." 


"No problem," | prop the chips up on his knees and set the sodas on the table. "Now, what the fuck did | do 
with my lighter..2" 


"Check your pockets," he suggests thickly through a mouthful of chocolate. 

| pat myself down and sure enough, there it is. He hands me the joint and | examine it 

"How we doing?" 

"Almost done” 

"Ah, go ahead and roll another one." 

iare 

"Yeah," he nods, and offers me a bite. "Want some?" 

| toke it and he watches me, propped up against the arm of the sofa on one elbow. | bite through the 
chocolate and thick nougat, feeling my teeth stick together. My mouth feels somewhat disconnected from my 


body, like it's floating in front of my face. 


"Shall we go, you and | while we can, through the transitive nightfall of diamonds?" he sings out, and reaches 


over to take his candy back 

| giggle. 

We hear the screen door bang shut. 

"Whew!" comes Axl's voice from the hall, deep and teasing. "Somebody run over a skunk, or what?" 


Izzy crosses his eyes and sticks his tongue out at me, which sends me into another laughing fit. A couple of 


seconds later, Axl appears in the doorway, grinning. 
"Having a good time there, Rose?" 
| nod, still laughing. 


Axl makes eyes at Izzy's legs on mine, and then checks out what we're watching. "The Muppet Show? Hell yeah. 


Let me know if the Elton John episode comes on" 

"We just watched it," Izzy hiccups. He's cracked open a Coke. "You just missed it" 

"Too bad," Axl says, sticking his hands in his pockets. "You guys in for the rest of the night?" 
"Yeah," | say, and Izzy nods. "You want any?" 

"Nah, l'm good. Slash should be home soon from the phones and then we're gonna go drink" 


"Oh, you don't have to worry about that, lz. You gonna treat Duff nice, though? You'd better, or you'll hear 


from me." He waggles his eyebrows. 


"Oh, you don't have to worry about that," Izzy retorts, and winks at Axl, then turns his head deliberately and 
winks at me. | try to wink back but my muscles aren't working with me and | end up blinking, which sends all 


three of us off laughing. 


"Well, I'll see you guys later," Axls says, and with one last appraising look at the pair of us, heads off to his 


room. 


"Ahhhh, so just the two of us for the night," Izzy sighs contentedly, and plops his grinder into my hand. "Get 
To it." 


| take it, and he pinches my cheek gently before running a thumb over my earlobe. | look at him and he lets 
his hand drop to his side, looking at me through hooded eyes, bottom lip caught between the teeth of a 


roguish grin. 


| open the grinder and smile to myself. Maybe before the night is out, I'll get to see just what else, exactly, 


Izzy's niceness involves... 


